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ADMONITION to the WHIG CLUB, 


— 


By Way of PREFACE. 


Tun old Wigs are become lank 
and threadbare, do in charity give them to 


ſhoeblacks. 


1 euer conſidered the titles of Whig and Tory 
as names of reproach for two factions, who 
have diſturbed the peace of theſe realms. 


When they only flandered each other, like 
two barriſters, then touch'd the fees, and 


changed fides— 'twas amuſement for men of 


obſervation, and fun for the people. 


When they united to cruſh domeſtic rebel 
lion, or to repel foreign invaſion, their party 
diſputes had the ſame meaning as derry-down, 
at the end of a ſonnet. 


Why do you not now aid the friends of 
your country to ſuppreſs ſedition, and join the 
general chorug of God faye the King? 


(i ) 


Shew me a period in the whole chronicle of 
England, that ſpeaks more wealth, more li- 
berty, or better government, than this preſent 
day. 

Are we not proſperous, even beyond our 


_ moſt Gnguine hopes? More free than the 
ſavage Romans who enſlaved the world ? 


Are we not paying the debts of your fathers; 


debts, which many of your own fraternity have 
help'd to lay on this country? 


Tell me han, ye ſons of diſcontent, what 
are your wants ?—Ye want to dip your fin- 
gers in the hive, that you may once more fick 
the honey ; but beware, leſt the W bee 
ſhould give W udo 
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PRINCE 


PRINCIPLE and PRACTICE 


COMBINED. 


PART I. 


RECITATIVE. 


Tune—Men are born free and always continue ſo. 


Frexcum EN were born ſlaves, 
and I fear they will continue ſo: their old maſters 
tax'd and depreſt them ; their new maſters doubly 
tax, and compel them to fight for their own ſlavery. 


Wonderful al-ter-a-tion ! 
AIR. 
Tune Tie end of every political afſociation is the 
reſervation of the natural and impreferijeatle 
Tights of man, 


3 MARATT 


(6) 


MARATT ſolo. 


Smite off the head of him who will fight for his 
property, hang up the ſlave who will not ſwear he 
is free! murder the children of thoſe who fly to the 
land of hoſpitality to ſave their lives, ſtrip the 
women before you ſlaughter them, ſo ſhall ye gratify 
your wantonneſs with your cruelty, and then ſhall 
ye be fit to give laws to the world !— 

Strange mo-der-a-tion ! 


PETION ſolo. 


Tune Th nation is eſſentially the ſource 1 af 
ſovereigniy. 


Go (with your pikes in your hands) and take the 
free voice of the people, let women and infants 
vote to make up numbers ; let the filly multitude 
know that their power is but power to do miſchief 
to themſelves and country ; for a multitude without 
a leader, is but a chaos of ſclf-commanders, yith- 
out a ſubaltern, and every man may fight or run, 
according to their own pleaſure. They muſt chuſe 
an pn and they will bave a maſter ; they muſt be 
. diſciplined, 
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diſciplined, then are they enſlaved, and the many 
are dragged to fight for the few, the daring few ! 
who take the advantage of a moment to raiſe con- 
ſternation, and to ſtrike the peaceful mind with 


horror. 
Wonderful mo-der-a-tion. 


CHORUS OF ENGLISHMEN. 


Tune Liberty conſiſts in the power of doing what- 
ever does not injure another, 


Liberty! thou cherub of imagination, thou ſpirit 
of felicity, for how many ages haſt thou been ſought, 
and how ſeldom found ? Many who have found thee, 
know thee not, they miſtake the mangled front of 
anarchy for thy beauteous countenance, they proſ- 
titute thy name upon the hartot Faction, and forge 
thy mandate to give authority to the daggers of 
felons, the wants of indolence, and the luſt of am- 
bition. Britons have bled for thee, and now will 
defend thee! While there is virtue in the prince, 
patriotiſm in the ſenate, or loyalty in the people, | 

5 No al- ter- a- tion. 


PART II. 


* 
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PART II. 


RECITATIVE. 


' Tune—The law is the expreſſ on of the general will, 


Ho ſhall we find words to ex- 
preſs the . will, or volumes to contain it, 
when men's tempers and inclinations differ like their 
viſages? When intereſt, and not reaſon, actuates 
their minds, the voice of truth ſounds but feebly, 
and the cry of oppreſſion i is but the loud trumpet of 
ſedition, to call the diſcontented to the ſtandard of 
ſelf-created tyranny. 


Note The two following Airs may be ſung to any of the 
following tunes. 


Tune 1ſt—No man can be accuſed, arreſted, or held 

in confinement, except in caſes determined by lam, 

and according to forms thereby preſcribed ; they 

who ſolicit, promote, execute, or cauſe to be exe- 
cuted, any arbitrary orders, ought to be puniſhed. 

| Tune 


- 
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Tune 2d Law ſhould not eſlabliſi any puniſhments 
but fuch as are ſricliy and evidently neceſſary: and 
no man ſhould be puniſhed but by virtue of a law 
eftabliſhed and promulgated before the offence, and 
legally applied. 


Tune 3d—4s every man is preſumed innocent till 
has guil! is declared, whenever the detention of any 
one is judged: indiſpenſible, all rigour beyond what 
is neceſſary to ſecure his perſen, ſhould be ſeverely 

_ prohibited by law. 


AIR 1. 
FRENCH KING. 


Le ſens of Galliz, ſay, have I wronged you ? 
Ye daughters of ſincerity, ſpeak your woes, 


Have I ſhut up your children in dungeons ? 
Have I robbed you of the patrimony of your fa- 
thers ? 


Have I broken up your houſes? Have I mur- 
dered your faithful ſervants ? | ; . 


B 3 Have 


+ 10 ) 


Have I ruled you with the rod of tyranny ? Have 
1 held the dagger to your throats, to make you 
ſwear ingratitude to your friends ? 


The fight of my ſlaughtered friends is Qill in my 
eyes. — Hark! how they cry for protettion to 
their helpleſs king ! | 


Save them! ſave them! their crime is but loy- 
alty—fidelity is the error for which they ſuffer. 


Come, then, ye fortunate aſſaſſins, boaſt one 
generous att—do by me as you have done by my 


followers, and end this life of ſorrows ! 


But do not ſain the ſacred name of juſtice ; mock 
not her awful tribunal. 


Have ye no kind poniard, no death-giving cor- 
dial, that ye ſeek my deſtruftion by falſhoods ? that 
ye muſt tax me with treaſons of your own concep- 
tions? Look in your own hearts, there is the font 
of treaſon! There is deep hidden guile and dark 
intentions! Ye talk like patriots, and yet are you 
climbing to power on the ruins of your country; 
ye foreſtal proviſions, to make the poor deſperate ; 
ye give the peace of France to the ravage of prolli- 

4 gatcs, 
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gates, that ye may govern your brethren; you make 


laws to bind me, and not yourſelves; you gave 
me a veto, and commanded the ignorant multi- 
tude to force my conſcience ; you aboliſh all law, 
and yet I am to ſuffer for imaginary offences! 
Bluſh, bluſh, ye hypocrites! and as you are all 
declared equals, confeſs to the world that ye are 


an hoſt of public robbers ! 


AIR II. 


FRENCH QUEEN. 


I am bliſtered wich the tongue of flander, and 
the voice of ingratitude is againſt me. 


The voice of an ungrateful people whom I ſought 
to make mighty, when I aimed at the deſtruttion of 
their enemies—an enemy whoſe virtues I did not 


| know till the hour of my diſtreſs! 


My crime is againſt them, not France; and if 
the generous Briton pities me, the axe of the traitor 


can do me no harm, 


Oh, my infant vidims, let me embrace you, for 


few are the moments ve are ſuffered to etyvy!. 


B 4 Thy 


( 12 ) 


Thy innocence cannot ſave thee, becauſe while 


you live the uſurpers are in jeopardy. 


But our monuments ſhall be raiſed in the minds 
of the charitable, when our enemies would wiſh to 


be forgotten. 
CHORUS OF PRUSSIAN SOLDIERS. 
Tune—The Mani ſeſto. 


Wich ſlow majeſtic ſteps we entered France (and 


made a wondrous ſtir) we threatened to tear up the 


ſtreets, and ſet the great city of Paris on her head; 
to roaſt the Jacobines and eat up the Fuellants— 
Ye Gods ! it was a glorious fight to ſee, ten thouſand 
volunteers flying before fifteen hundred Pruffians— 


even the invincible . Hector Dumourier turned 


pale! 
Then might you behold the free-born F rench- 


men (like a band'of impreſt bedlamites) marching 
with their ſhaven heads, and coatleſs backs, to 


atone for their own and their general's cowardice, 


And lo, the day was come—the fate of kings 


and empires hung on the conflict of an hour — 
| ſur- 
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ſurrounding nations trembled at the expeftant 
ſtroke—the rival armies ſtood at awful diſtance, 
with defiance, glaring from their wrathful eyes— 
(growling like two boar-cats in a gutter, making 
much noiſe, but meaning no harm) when two of 
our brave commanders claimed a fingle combat, 
the purple ſacrifice was brought, and Bacchus bled 
to ſatiate the ſon of Mars. 


Whether they walk'd, or were carried to their 
tents, we know not, but our retreat was noble; 
for we meaſured back more miles in one day than 
ve had advanced in a week! 


Natural in-cli-na-tion, 


PART III. 


(44) 


Tune—The fert part of the rights of man. 
Tou PAINE ſolo. 


1 | Benorp the man who has found 
a meaſure for all ſhapes! I can perſuade a wealthy 
people that they are ruined, and a free people that 
they are enflaved—I can lace up a fat Engliſhman 

. In a ſtrait French boddice, and make him pay me 
for his own abuſe. I am the correQor of laws, the 
ruler of kings, and the ſcourge of princes; and 
1am I am damme, I'll tell ye who I am 

I am Timothy Faftotum, the ſon of a ſtaymaker! 


DUET. 
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DUET. 


PAINE and FAYETTE. 


(Paix ſeeing Far TT looking thro! the priſon grate.) 


Tune Tom Paine's letter to the National Convention. 


PAINE. 


1. 5 


Ha! are you there, thou arch-apoſtate! Thy 
maſter Louis 1s peeping through juſt ſuch another 
loop-hole, and if he keeps his head upon his 
ſhoulders, 'twill be in compaſſion to his weakneſs, 
not out of reſpe& to his kingſhip. Happy would 
you now be to enjoy the honors of me your fellow 
citizen, 


FAYETTE. 


Thy fellow | peace, pitiful animal, ſafely may 
you kick the lion now his teeth are drawn. Thou 
| ſlander- monger! thou ſcavenger of republicans ! 
you was only employed to do the dirty work which 
would ſoil a gentleman, to diſguiſe verity, and in- 
flame the minds of the ignorant, When ſuch 
| | unſkilful 
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unſkilful pilots ſeize the helm, 'tis time for men 
of honor to quit the found'ring bark, and leave 
the wreck to plunderers. 


PAINE. 


And have I waſted ſo much good ink upon thee ? 
Is it for this I belied my conſcience when I had 
declared to the world that I had found three honeſt 
men (at the ſame time I looked into my own heart 
and 1 could not find any thing that was honeſt) 
did 1 not hold you up to public fame, when I hoped 
you was a ſcoundrel! but thou (unthankful mon- 


ſter).haſt deceived me. 


FAYETTE. 


Thy praiſes hurt me more-than thy reproach. 
Theſe chains I wear are badges of injuſtice, and 
become me better than any rank under thy rude 


cabal. 

When my complaining country groaned with 
oppreſſion, and the cry was Freedom! I drew my 
ſword in her defenſive cauſe : threats could not ſtay 


me, tortures were but ſpurs to urge me in the glo- 


rious taſk! I aſk'd no favor, and 1 feared no frown. 


But 
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But when 1 ſaw delufion was the aim (a paltry 
club deter'd the Gallic ſenate !) power not libetty, 
offence and not reſiſtance, I ſaw my prince (like a 
tamed beaſt of ſhew) dragged to command, and pu- 
niſhed to obedience! my native loyalty ſprung up 
by the genial warmth of my affeQion ; 1 felt the 
emotions of a ſon whole ſather was inſulted 


but, 
alas! my arm was weak in his ſupport, I could no 
longer ſtem the ocean of mobility, and we both 
ſunk together ! 


CHORUS OF FURIOUS SPIRITS. 
To an old French tune little known in England. 


6 Deſpotiſm® is gone forth at the head of armies, 
waving the broad enſign of liberty. 


He ſpreads his gin in foreign countries, and 
baits it with the ſalt of advantage. 


But when the hapleſs people are enſnared, tis 
vain to ſtruggle with their bondage. | 


The ſpark of Gallic virtue is extinQ, the pave- 
ments of Paris are waſhed with the blood of the 
innocent ! [TOs 

Juſtice 


® DUMOURIER, 


( 18 ) 


Juſtice is trodden down by the oppreſlive 
rabble, the mouth of truth is ſtopt by the hand 
of violence ! 


The grim wolves of famine approach to devour 
the wretched remains, and France now endures 
thoſe miſeries ſhe has ſo often brought on other 


GRAND CHORUS. 
To be ſung by every man according to his own tune. 


Come, gentle peace, and calm our furious hearts, 
Parent of eaſe, and nurſe of gen'rous arts ; 

At thy approach expiring trade revives, | 

Safe in thy wardſhip ſplendid traffick thrives : 
Thy ſiſter Freedom joins the proſp'rous train, 
(Slaughter and rapine in thy abſence reign,) 

Like the great ſun you bid the meadows teem, 
And nature glows beneath thy vivid beam: | 


F.I.N 1 8. 


